96   THE   SOUL   OF   A3ST   IMMIGRANT
the middle of the river, when of a sudden, without warning, the Ice hroke under my feet and I went down into the icy and swiftly moving current.
For the next fifteen minutes I had a battle for life- The madly-rushing waters dragged my feet under the thin lawyer of ice. I would get hold of the edge of the frail substance only to find it} breaking in my hand while I struggled to get a firmer grasp. I lay flat on the ice, thinking I could thus distribute my weight, but whole pieces would break under me and I would be floating on a large piece of thin ice. How I finally managed to crawl to shore I cannot say. My clothing was soon frozen stiff in the chill wind and I was completely exhausted* It was not until the next day that I fully regained consciousness and realized all that had happened. I was then in my bunk at the camp. It appears that some one had picked me up and carried me back to camp, I never understood the details. Truly this was a "cooP reception which Monsieur North America was giving to a son of Sunny Italy.
All through that winter I suffered greatly from the cold and I did not know what it was to be really comfortable. Sometimes when I hear people speaking rather disparagingly of immigrants from temperate climates for hibernating during the cold winter months, I am reminded of the experiences ofd bwiutiful puwment under mi** I walked slowly in order not to nUp, I hiul r upent flvo dolkw, nil tht! riindy money 1 had* to buy A pres-hich they did in Italy is not farming, or even farmry, "From the Appe-lose them.
